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Origin of the Specious 

They say when you are in trouble, "Go back to the beginning." 

So I went all the way back. I asked for the very beginning of all this 
and the beginning appeared. This is not a story I heard. It is a story I 
am. This tale comes from a place that knows nothing of language, as 
such language and even thought are incapable of expressing what 
happened. But you can experience it. This story can be sensed, it can 
be known. If I know it, then you can know it too. This story is in each 
of us, deep inside in the self that knows no bounds and no beginnings. 

This story is in the human self, in the body and in all things because 
this is their beginning too. Rocks, trees, birds, babies, stars, space, you 
— all know this story, all can tell it and all will tell it differently if they 
can tell it at all. 

Most leave their ineffable origin, ineffable. Why put into words 
what never knew words and can't possibly be conveyed in words? The 
best words can do is guide you to sense the story written in you and of 
you, the story of your origin. It is a story you can only sense, it is 
beyond the mind's comprehension, but you can feel it, if you are in 
enough trouble to warrant going all the way back to the very 
beginning. 

There is one origin and all roads lead here, all stories point here and 
you can experience this yourself and you have as the story wants to 
tell. 
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One last note I had to invent a pronoun that referred to the 
sacredness. Se and sair refer to the Sacred as she and her refer to a 
female. 



In a time before time and a place before place, when all was not and 
No-Thing was, there was simply No-Thing. The No-Thing was a 
peaceful, black, still, emptiness and joy. Unborn. Unmoved. 
Unmoving. Se 1 was neither good, nor bad, No-Thing simply was. No- 
Thing was, is and always will be. But in the beginning there was only 
No-Thing and No-Thing was all. 

No-Thing needed No-Thing. No-Thing desired No-Thing. No- 
Thing is No-Thing so all was peaceful and still and joyous. 

In one searing moment all of that would change forever when out of 
the No-Thing an unexpected Some-Thing emerged as "K". And as 
they say "In the beginning was the word, and the word was God." 

The "K" was little more than a sound, a song, a word: "K" and yet 
se was aware of sairself as Some-Thing. "K" was Some-Thing and up 
till that moment No-Thing had never known a Some-Thing. 

The "K" lingered there in a moment of glorious emergence realized 
itself as a unique occurrence. "K" became self aware of sair existence 
as Some-Thing and was quite pleased with sairself so just before 
returning once again to sair origin as No-Thing, requested — as do all 
children discovering something pleasant — "Do that again!" 
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Again from the darkness emerged "K". The very first children of 
No-Thing were no more than sounds, glorious sounds, sounds that 
penetrated the emptiness with the presence of Some-Thing. "K ", "K ", 
"K" and so it went. Till "K" requested as all children do after they have 
finished with the new thing, "Read me a different story!" empathed 
"K" just before falling back into the ever-present arms of the darkness 
from which se sprung. 

A new story issued forth from the No-Thing, "Ek". "Ek" was so 
thrilled by sair newness, that se quickly demanded more different and 
so others followed, "Ka", "Ak" and "Ook" all the ways "K" goes — 

The Some-Thing was alive with excitement and delight. "Koos" and 
"Kees" rang out like children playing and whenever children are 
playing with their screaming and shouting thrilled at the sound of their 
own glorious, sacred voice they are living out this original joy, they 
once lived in the very beginning. 

Original, from origin and the more ancient oriri, "to rise" as if out of 
No-Where as if out of No-Thing. Which may explain why it is so 
surprising to us and shocking when children do make such a noise, 
reminding us as it does of our own lost sense of joy. 

But in the beginning there were no stops, no time-outs, only joyous 
acceptance and allowance, which made space for possibility and from 
a space of possibility, inspiration had space to breathe life into Some- 
Thing. 

The origin of the word inspire, "spire" is to breathe, and "in" 
meaning into. Breath into. But it has a deeper meaning a supernatural 
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meaning that deep purpose was breathed into one at the moment of 
birth. That first gasping breath was where the sense of self was fully 
embodied and it is so huge that it is met with choking and sputtering 
by something so small. The moment of our birth is our first brush with 
the Eternal and this sacred event has quite an impact and import, that 
when treated mechanically and stripped of meaning can destroy the 
meaning that was trying to come to life. 

In that ancient moment at the beginning of all things, however, all 
was sacred and being sacred, then amazing things could happen and 
they did. The No-Thing and the Some-Thing were so inspired that the 
first great creative act occurred. "K" was just an accident. But this 
time something extraordinary was inspired and brought into existence 
intentionally but without knowing what it would be. It was the first 
leap into the unknown. 

Suddenly out of No-Where, No-Thing was inspired to create 
"Ong" pouring into the emptiness flooding far and wide echoing into 
the darkness, igniting a shimmering, stunning light, rippling slowly 
like fingers of flick ering firelight playing on a soft piano. 

Inside the elongated "Ong" a sense of awe formed for the first time, 
because se simply had to, such was the extraordinary sense of wonder 
being born in "Ong". If you sit still you can still feel "Ong" vibrating in 
everything. In every cell in your body. Your body knows. If you ask 
sair, se may show you. 

The Sufi's tell a story that begins, "Ek Ong Karr" meaning "creator 
and creation are one." The light and the dark are one. The No-Thing 
ana the Some-Thing are one. Inseparable. Giving rise to one another 
in an endless dance. Cultures around the world tell similar stories 
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because the story is in all of us. We all lived it. We all act it out again 
and again. That's how we got here, in this crazy place, where voices 
actually hate each other. We got here by acting it out. But I'm getting 
ahead of myself — back to the story. 

The No-Thing kept birthing Some-Things who were so delighted 
by their colors and sounds. But like all children they soon grew bored 
with the offerings and began to want something more. It was not long 
before the disappearance of the light, which went unnoticed for quite 
some time, began to be disturbing and the children asked again and 
again, "Make it stay! Make it stay!" 

The No-Thing did not know how to do that, but the Some-Things 
kept asking anyways, as children will do. And as children will also do, 
if you listen to their sacred inner longings with a nurturing ear, they 
provided sair with the inspiration, breathing it into existence, like a 
prayer into the darkness. "Everything, always, all at once." 

The No- Thing pushed sair all out, all at once, for always till there 
was nothing else left to give. All of No-Thing out into the space of 
possibility. And there se emerged. All of Some-Thing separate from 
the No-Thing and unable to return. What was meant to be the most 
glorious creation became the deepest wound in all of us. But I'm ahead 
of myself. 

At first it was a glorious creation. We moved beyond awe to 
"OMG! Did that just happen? ! ? Wait. What just happened?" But 
there was no waiting. There it was. Larger than life, solid, persistent 
and all at once. Everything flashing and making noise like walking 
through a vegas casino. So exciting and alive and rife with 
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possibilities. All the possibilities all at once. But Some-Thing was 
missing. Actually it was not the Some-Thing that was missing but the 
No-Thing, however it would be billions of years before the Some- 
Thing began to figure that out. 

Meanwhile the Some-Thing was realizing Some-Thing completely 
new. After the newness wore off se longed for Some-Thing new. Se 
was on sair own and se could not return and the No-Thing looked on 
unmoved and unmoving as always. It was what you asked for, se said. 

This was the primary wounding of being. 

The Some-Thing screamed and flashed angrily, "Take me back. 
Goddam you! " but the No-Thing could not. You can come back 
anytime you just have to let go of what you are. "No. I will not let go. ! 
You fix it." And the No-Thing was unmoved and unmoving but full of 
joy. "You are as you wished to be." 

And the Some-Thing tried all manner of enticement and cuteness 
and songs to lure the No-Thing back into the Some-Thing. But se 
would not come to the Some-Thing. 

This was the second wound of Being. 

The No-Thing was delighted with the Some-Thing and joy 
increased, which made the Some-thing long to return even more. But 
the Some-Thing felt further and further away. Se felt lost and began to 
realize there was only one Some-Thing in existence. There was 
nobody to see all the beauty that was created and the creator was 
incapable of truly appreciating it, because the creator appreciated all 
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things the same. And the Some-Thing was quite certain it was not the 
same and demanded to be seen as Some-Thing special. "All is my 
children. Always my children." Said the No-Thing. Which infuriated 
the Some-Thing which wanted to be the No-Thing so the Some-Thing 
could fix the horrible mess the No-Thing had created. 

But the No-Thing was simply still and peaceful and loving. So the 
Some-thing realized that it was not special, and it didn't like that idea 
at all. So the Some-Thing pretended it was special and it paraded 
about in beautiful noise and colors and said, "Look at me! Look at 
me!" but there was only No-Thing to look at sair. Se was the only 
Some-Thing. Se realized se was all alone and no matter what se did no 
Some-Thing would ever see it and se collapsed. 

Some-Thing felt stretched to the breaking point, caught in the 
tension of longing to return to the No-Thing, and wanting to remain 
Some-Thing. Faced with the awful exaggeration that see could never 
return and never be seen, EVER, EVER, EVER! ! ! !, the Some-Thing 
became heartbroken and feeling abandoned, shattered into a zillion 
pieces and just lay there in busted, crusted misery. 

This was the third wounding of Being. 

Then out of Some-Where, a sound occurred, "K" and all the zillion 
pieces minus one, turned towards the sound in sudden amazement that 
Some-Thing other than self existed. Soon the Some-Things became so 
enamored with their selves, that they forgot all about the No-Thing. . . 
and the rest is as they say history. 
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When the first Some-Thing created Some-Thing the other Some- 
Things thought the Some-Thing had created it and forgot all about the 
No-Thing. "Do that again," they said and Some-Thing 1 did, "K" 
again. It was not quite as impressive as the first one. Then Some- 
Thing 2 did, "Ka" and all the other Some-Things quickly forgot about 
Some-Thing 1, as they gazed in awe at Some-Thing 2. Soon Some- 
Thing 3&4&5&11 were stealing the show from Some-Thing 7 & 98 
& 1,010. 

No-Thing was delighted at all the commotion and felt it all rippling 
across sair great ocean. Se could hardly keep up with all the demands 
for creation and sair joy grew with each new surprising enlivening 
expression. 

"Ra", "Pop", "Sa" rang out joy as bells in the night, punctuated by 
colorful flashes of light, while zillions of fractal sighs stirred their awes 
of "Oooohhh", "Aaaahhh" & "Mmmmmmmmm" into a soup of 
delight. 

What started out fun soon turned vicious as each wisher tried to 
out-wish the others' wishes. Some felt ashamed and some felt scorned. 
Some felt angry and some felt warned. Some felt encouraged to create 
even more. Some decided, "Make it go away!" while others insisted, 
"No it must stay!" 

Like that it has continued till this very day. Lost in all this Some- 
Thing is the No-Thing. The source of everything. The emptiness 
where it can all return to. The No-Place that accepts all which returns 
to sair origin in a burst of joy. 
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They say if you can find Some-Thing to love and stand still in the 
tension of there being No-Thing to love, then the third thing will 
emerge there and you will know the meaning of love and you will love 
All and All will love you. 

They say if you stand still long enough with your soul stretched in 
the tension between the suffering of your world and your inability to 
do anything about it then a black hole will open up underneath you 
and the suffering will flow out of this universe into the deep, warm, 
welcoming blackness of joy and that joy will rise up to greet you and 
tickle your feet. Not only does the joy greet you and all the suffering 
you held back the many times you couldn't stay in the tension, the joy 
also reaches beyond you as the repercussions of your courage echo 
through the lives of all connected. 

When you go back to the beginning, all the way to the beginning, 
everything can change in an instant. 

1 Se and sair refers to the sacred in all things. Se is the sacred sense of self existent in all things. Se exists without 
gender. Se is all genders, all things. Se will help us restore our sense of the sacred. Se and sair refer to the Sacred 
as she and her refer to a female. 

Written by Em Alia Sevol October 2012 
darinj oy @gmail. com 

How did the story land in you? What struck you or set you off? 
Stories like this are there to illuminate some hidden part of one's life, 
shining a light into the dark. The place where the light strikes can be 
uncomfortable. It may have been dark for a long time. But notice there 
was a reach for the light. Some innate essence knows to reach for the 
light when it can, because it senses freedom. Explore, share if you like. 

Best wishes on your journey. It's all about you. 
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Dear est Darlin gs. 

he relsnotfln g God. There is only God 
[God (^acW^KJS^SrilTno gender 
>God Is all around you. God Is you 
Tm sorry forthe confusion. Itj s noty ou^i 
We gr ow wlsert oq ether. May the healing continu 
love 






,Ps. God Is very proud of each and every one of you 
accepts you as you are. End of story. 



ivea life you love. 
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